THE SCENE IS CHANGED

None but a Londoner perhaps can relish the city of
Boston to the full;  and then only when he had lived in
other cities of Europe and measured their history.   Not
that the place is beautiful at a first glance.   The water-front
section is as grim as that of any port can be, some of the
main streets look like the dullest of Manchester, and a good
part of Back Bay consists of avenues of smug residences in
the manner of Kensington.   One can understand why some
Americans say glibly that Boston is dead and doesn't know
it.   But the slope of the Common has the sweep and surge
of no other green space that I have seen in a city ; and the
colonial spires and frontages, the Old State House and the
gilt-domed capitol of Massachusetts, match the vista of the
near-by Cambridge with Harvard stretching along the shores
of the Charles River.   The skaters in the Gardens move in
what might well be the luminous winter-piece of a Dutch
master : the shop-fronts of the Italian quarter exhibit delect-
able and multitudinous wedding-cakes with sugar effigies of
bride and bridegroom : the clubs around the old town are
frill of shrewd, hardy, kindly gentlemen of fifty upward
who, but for their welcome to the stranger, are more like
clubmen than any actor could make them : on Beacon Hill
prim housemaids in caps come out to polish the brass door-
knockers of lace-curtained houses which, when one visits
them for dinner, prove to contain great spoils of travel in
the tapestries and paintings of Europe : down in dockland
Irish voices hurl mighty Irish oaths which are hushed as his
reverence goes by : among the inner suburbs a temple of
Science rises, imposing and somewhat frigid, to enshrine
the memory of Mary Eddy : down crooked Washington
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